Containment (see also: Memory, see also: Theater), Dearest X, I was watching a woman on stage last night, a young woman, and I had a memory of a woman from the ward for promising young women. Meredith. She was something of an aberration on the ward. Everything about her was contained. She was perpetually tan and maintained, somehow, a crisp, short blonde haircut. She wore tennis skirts and tight little sundresses that revealed her thick tan legs, which were punctuated by white Keds. She smoked thin Virginia Slims. She was from Greenwich ; she would be sure to tell you. She would talk with the Aides and laugh, but when she laughed her mouth only opened so far and the rest of her face didn't move. There was such a sadness about her -the containment -so it didn't bother me or anyone too much the way she talked about the others : Ava with her scars, Maria with her fingers down her throat, Jennifer with her various personalities. Jennifer who, we all knew, would never leave. Jennifer who had become a part of the place. Jennifer whose father raped her lying face down in his work shed. Jennifer who still ate nails, liked the taste of nails, couldn't help herself.
THE IOWA REVIEW
Courtship, He will ask for more. I want to read you, he will write. Cupcake , You eat chocolate cupcakes with chocolate frosting and beautiful flowers. Your body will feel like it's on fire. You will call Dread. He will refer you to his expensive healer. You will call the expensive healer. She will call you sweetie, and she will tell you that it's going to be okay. D Death (see also: Friendship), Dearest X, Last night I went out for expensive Korean food with a girlfriend. I drank one glass of wine and felt a little drunk . She is so intense , my friend. Later I had that Kierkegaardian feeling that I give her too much, that she takes something of me, from me, that it's vampiric, our friendship. She tells me her mother was this way, and I don't know what it would be like to have a mother so invested in me, my well-being, I don't know and so I take this from my friend, this is why I love her, why I was first drawn to her, she cares about me -and she tells me this. I care about you, she says. I believe her. Is that foolish? Later we drive home and decide that we're each having a midlife crisis, in our own personal special stupid ways. Her childhood friend has cancer, she explains : "And I feel like saying to her, Now really did you 87 have to get cancer? Do you have to remind me that we're all going to die, that I'm also going to die, which is something I cannot accept right now? At all. Really did you have to?" She starts to cry. I get it, I say. It's why I'm obsessed with desire, I say, which is the opposite of death, as Tennessee Williams wrote, but also dangerous, in the way death is dangerous. As my desire for death is dangerous. We laugh then. I care about you, too, I say. I never say things like this to friends, but she brings it out in me. She makes me a better friend. Which is why I will say it here to you, too, my dearest: I care about you.
Dreams, of airplanes, tall buildings, healing; you wake at two a.m. to see the Manhattan skyline over the promenade. You know yourself again, or think you do. I am home. I am home, you say to the sky, the water, the possibility of all things.
Desire (see also: Boredom), A friend describes it this way: My crushes are usually like -I want him to fuck me against the wall. Another friend explains, For me, marriage -monogamy, rather -means that I will never reach my sexual potential.
SUZANNE SCANLON E E-mail You will read his one line: looking forward to hearing your voice, and it will make you wet. He eschews capitalization, which somehow makes the note sexier. If it were from a student, you would not find the use of lowercase sexy; you would find it disrespectful, an indication of stupidity. You sit at your desk wet, wondering at the link between language and desire. You walk into class. You teach the poems of Edna St. Vincent Millay with your panties wet. You wonder if this is the only real thing in the world anymore, the only true thing: the wetness of your panties.
Exceptions , He loves you but feels three things: bored; lonely; invisible. Also: he thought this sort of longing, desperation, was for sad old people. F Fantasy ; A dog will present as a lobster, a child as a serpent.
Friendship (see also: Love, see also: Desire), for example, you meet a man 88 to whom you reveal a secret that may or may not be true. You discover that there isn't language for this sort of friendship. you even more than I already do. But still there might exist a part of me that wishes you were not such a good person, that instead you would say let's meet somewhere for a day or a night. And if you said that , I would say Yes. And we would meet and have really hot sex , and it would be great. Afterward , we would return to our conventional lives where we attempt to be good people. But instead , of course , you say , Let's befriends ! and I say, Yes let's! And we become friends in the manner of Oscar Wilde, where friendship is more tragic than love, if only because it lasts longer. H Hardwick, Elizabeth (see also: Betrayal, see also: Hunger), Seduction may be baneful, even tragic, but the seducer at his work is essentially comic . The seducer as a type, or as an archetype, hardly touches upon any of our deep feelings unless there is some exaggeration in him, something complicated and tangled and mysteriously compelling about a nature that has come to define itself through the mere fact of sex. For THE IOWA REVIEW the most part, the word " seduction " indicates effort of a persevering, thoughtful sort . A seduction is the very opposite of the abrupt , which is, of course, rape. The most interesting seducers are actually rapists: for instance, Don Giovanni and Lovelace . Their whole character is trapped in the moil of domination, and they drudge on, never satisfied, never resting, mythically hungry.
Holiday, I took a hot bath. I spoke to you. I drank two glasses of wine. I kissed my baby. I left the room. I had trouble communicating. I read three poems by three men. I read "The Pornographic Imagination." I sleep. I dream of you. L Lessons, You will teach "One Art." You will tell your students that writing is like losing. That writing is losing. You correct yourself. They look confused. You try to explain. When you read the poem, as when you read Auden, you cry. A student sits with his ass hanging out of his pants. You want to pull up his pants.
Lispector, Clarice (see also: Love, see also: Solitude), At this time of day she often 89 wishes to be alone and dead to everything in the world, except for the one man whom she does not yet know and whom she will create for herself Loneliness, You remember reading an interview with Anne Carson, who said that loneliness is not a significant problem. The doctor will ask you, How bad does it get, the loneliness ? And you feel uncomfortable measuring such a thing; you feel she's failed to understand your experience. She meant to be comforting, but the question only makes you lonelier. M Marriage, Your husband will call. I miss you, you will say. I love you, you will say. I want to move back to New York, you will say. He will either not hear you or he will ignore you. I have to get some work done, he will say. We can talk tomorrow, he will say. Goodnight. Love you. Goodnight.
Memory, A teacher reading a poem about a married woman who wanted the gas attendant to put a hand on her breast; who wanted to grab a pretty woman, a friend burning with desire, complaining about the normative brotherly lust of marriage. And the way you giggled, you and your silly Catholic SUZANNE SCANLON schoolgirl classmates, embarrassed for the teacher, wishing away her gooey lust.
Mothers (see also: Bliss, see also: Desire), Dearest X, Yesterday I visited a friend with a new baby ; a friend who told me that she does not feel as happy as she should feel That she expected to feel sheer bliss at the arrival of her second child , but instead it has been something else , a letdown. She does not have a personality like mine, she does not tend toward the darkness , and so it surprised me to hear her speak this way. But I understood her, though I cannot understand. I understand, I told her. P Passive Intentionality , a friend calls it, warning you.
Pathos (see also: Platonic affair, see also: Religion), Dearest X, I think we are lovely. I think we are searching, blind, groping in the dark, like all chosen people. I went to church yesterday. I hàven't been in years. I liked that the priest quoted Keats. I liked that the priest noted that we are all Zacchaeus -but I feared the inherent anti-Semitism. 90 I want things to be different. I want to believe in God. I want to believe in something.
Phaedra (see also: Lacan, see also: Poetry, see also: Racine), In Coeur de Lion, A. Reines writes, "I love when Racine makes / Phaedra say I LOVE instead / Of I LOVE YOU. She was / Not too proud." Simone Weil calls Phaedra's love impure. In her case, Weil writes, the passion of love goes asfar as vegetative energy. Sontag writes: The obscene, that is to say, the extremity of erotic experience, is the root of vital energies. Human beings live only through excess.
Philosophy, Your analyst will say, "Your marriage is not working because you are depressed," and you will agree; your friend will say, "You are depressed because your marriage is not working," and you will agree. R Reality , as when he speaks of the life that is real and the life that is unreal. As when you ask: how can one tell the difference? Or the way you forget that his interest in you is wholly professional, that he wants something, merely. You will forget, and you will feel a connection to him, to his voice on the phone, to the promise of his body across from your own, which is hysterical and problematic, an insoluble problem. Your body. You will stand next to
